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uspended construction, with only the lingering piteful affirmation that two persons to whom I sad the poem seemed to find far less difficulty in blowing the syntax than you assert as normal, "he alternative explanations of the discrepancy i judgment are both too disagreeable to pursue. it worst it is only one more failure; success only >oms a little haughtier, a little more disdainful f conquest. Esperance and set on! I have had an enormous little adventure since wrote last. Another Girl, of course. This time Westerner par excellence — a Californian, dating lentally from the age of Rousseau and Chateau-riand, with geysers and cloud bursts of romanti-ism, not to say sentimentality; dating spiritually -om the Age of Gold, or some remoter purity, Dme Promethean dawn, some first foam-birth in yperborean seas. She likes Gibson's drawings, dores Munsey's, and sings " Don't be Cross, >earM with awful unction. After this you will ot believe me when I say that she gave me the lost unbearable shiver of rapture at thereoogni-on of essential girlhood that I for a long time ^member. Well, have you ever slept under the ime roof with such a person, in the country, and akened at that moment before dawn when in
65angels converse. She was something
